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II.

The sky was blue, the wind was still,

The moon was shining clearly ;
I set her down wP right good will,

Amang the rigs o' barley:
I ken't her heart was a9 my ain;

I lov'd her most sincerely;
I kiss'd her owre and owre again

Amang the rigs o' barley*

III.

I lock'd her in my fond embrace;

Her heart was beating rarely:
My blessings on that happy place3

Araang the rigs o' barley !
But by the moon and stars so bright,

That shone that hour so clearly !
She ay shall bless that happy nighty

Amang the rigs o* barley.

I hae been biythe wiy comrades dear;

I hae been merry drinkin;
I hae been joyfu' gath'rin gear ;

I hae been happy thinking:

But